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CHAPTER 1

T HAD TAKEN
thing like half an hour to
tell the vouth who sat bhe-
fore me hugging his
and staring out of the win-
dow just how it was @72
he had fallen into one of

the seats of mighty.

me some-

knees

the

When 1 had conciuded, I
oked at him carefull
nd I suppose the innate

ybbery in me, and the
S of heing
what not, led to
| 8 § unnecessary re-
I made later,
And so you are Lord
William Conniers and the
‘ of Orth. Within a
ith, maybe less, you
be duke of Walshire,
wnd e greatest man in
ngland, next to the royal
Lm
; 11 turned on me sud-
o “ - der and 1 aw that I
I cted s ! eycs
whi t v 1 L r
It fu i ried I knew 1} had seen
m ¥ ! g wl he resented far
mosi than 1 be ! him capable of U« -
it fu { You t e
i 11 L £ I'm g & ¢ L i
tha \ L8 sny Ao yo y it was
( it tir W t this little i y skate is
E ti " n't And ¥ sit there and
g1 b u's
pret
d ' e i leg over
her, staving at m« xed and v 108ily, Qut-
{ lirt hil ] ] d a slat-
tern woman passed W t str carrying a pitcher
full ot beer Two girls on the st xt door were talk-
ing t VO Cli 0O Whom Wore i
Thinesio pin s < w i words "My gen-
tleman friend’” and Moll ‘ a lady that works in
a factory out w Woodl I and “Say, ain't that
fier« tloated i i 1 t detached intervals. -
Youth situng opposi ird them, and .
It's all ve vell continue i1
les grily, t witl h intensit “it's all very well
ior 11 100k i W e ! 1 can be so com-
mon ind yet fa g ) il this. You ain’t never
had 1o stand W n to I know who your
people are €S X 1 soclety columin in the news-
papers 1 see yi ots of imes—riding fox chases,
and being at balls , ar bein' a risin’ young
iaw I ) P d W about you Mr. Stu-
art S S you've always had a
nice i people, and bin taught to
talk right, and d a gentleman. I ain't. 1
er knew nothing father. Ma knew he was
nglishma but she know nothing else. Ma
1 1 2, and the: ] ied Then
wWork with nim on (
bin walking the ¢ «
s ting W rries! y. erunnel tomato
nything els that he sells And in *th
a milk wagon. And I've bin doing
1T'S l.ook at my hands He stretchs
vigh, red, knobby paws “And then Jook at
W t me? 1 didn't ask
i ‘1"""!.\ or any-
never let on So
1 was trying te butt in
T
pa rt, black pip« I
lighted a ari of Orth and
the future
He was
mous sh : but a
was blunt : the tip,
mouth wis as much
thick His eyves we il 8
were, and without - not his thick brown
nair been parted n n such a way it it fell
X S t rehead would have be g 1, like-

n his scart
tent leather
her, he was

vou've got any fool idea im your hcad that I'm going to
¥ngland and make a holy show of myself before all them
dooks and people, you got another think ecoming. I ain’t
by a lot.- You can't make no dook out of me just by
telling me T am going to be one. No, sir, that takes time
and ceref; coaching.” He seemed to take a fresh start

“I'l tell you what I'm going to do,” he said. “I'm
going to get you to teach me what I don’t know. I'm
quick enough to learn, and I've read a Ilot, and I ain't
going to drink out of no finger bowls or make any such
breaks as that. But I Gon’t talk right, and 1 don't dress
rizht, and I don't eat right, and I don't do a lot of things
right that 1 ought to do. You know all of these things,
so I'll put myself in your hands, and let you see what
yvou can do. See? Then when I get a sort of crust en,
I'll hit the pike for England, and try to do my best.”” He
shook his head solemnly. *“But it ain't no cinch what
I'm tackling, it sure ain't.”

“What do you want me to do?”’ I asked.

He proceeded to tell me. His brain was wonderfully
active, and he had already mapped out a campaign. In
the first place, no one was to know who he was. “Course,
they knew I was the earl, they'd treat me 0. K. jest

wuse I was, and I wouldn't stand no show finding
when 1 did right and when I did wrong. 1 ain’t stuck on
myself, Beau; I know I ain’t what you are. Got some
ideas from reading the papers and the magazines.”

It appeared further that I was to draw on the London
people for money for his clothes and anything he needed;
: him for several weeks on the little things
of polite life. Thaen he intended to take one of the cot-
tages on the Commosie Hotel grounds, in the Blue Spring
js the residence of the outdoor set of
the Hunt Club—"The Kennels'—is
enough to the city to be reached in

and to coach

valley. The valley

Baltimore people;

there, and it i3 near
half an hour’s time
ile had read all about this in the papers, and knew

that these were the people who could teach him what he
needed to know. So he had it mapped out that I was to
ke him acquainted with some of these people and glve
him a start *“I ain't asking for more,” he said.
An hour later I left the house with an increased re-
spect for Disney, and wandered toward the cars, passh?g
gangs of corner Joafers, women In
on front stoops, and children sieeping
The street smelled abominably, and the
And it was here that the

the cheap saloons,
sitting
doors.
people were in accord with it.
future Walshire had lived his life.

Altogether he had turned out much better than I ex-
pected when 1 had found that he lived in that particular
southwest Baitimore and was the driver of a
He knew that he was off wrong and was
willing to remedy his defects. He had strength of ‘vhux-
acter and could do things if he wished; and while he
respected what he did not have, he lacked the cringing
servility which generally goes with that particular sort
of respect. So I was hopeful. _

Do not think that I embarked on thg campaign of
making a gentleman from a bounder without some €ye
to prospective benefits to me, 1 intended to become the
the second largest in

wrappers,
on cellar

part of

milk wagon

manager of the Walshire estates, _
England; and [ knew that Disney would give me the
position if I helped him as he wished to be helped.
How it came about that this man was the represen-
tative of one of the oldest families in England is easlly
told His father, the third son, had gone Wrong years
hefore, had come to America, married a shopgirl and
been lost sight of Meanwhile his eldest brother was

thrown from a horse and his neck broken, while the
second son was killed in Afghanistan while leading his

company against Afridis. The first son had married and
left two children. both beys. One died of pneumonia
several years after his father’s death. Then came a

stretcnh of ten years, and the second grandson grew to

manhood, only te be drowned while yachting, a year
before the search for Henry Disney's father began.

How 1 got the commission to hunt for the missing
third son is not important. I did get it, and I found not
the third son, but his offspring by the shopgirl he mar-
ried, Henry Disney.

CHAPTER 11

Of the next few weeks I shall have very little to say.

1 took Disney to ilve with me in my apartments, and

taught him some of the things which he wanted to know
for instance, that it is not good form to tuck
in the collar at meals, and that dishes should
I pointed out to him that

—Sucn as,
a serviette I
not be piled one on the other.
it was preferable not teo say ‘‘them’” things, and that a
toot k should be deferred until after meals. I en-
to show him that baths in the morning were
. and that there was no virtue in wearing the
Jong and in plastering it with grease. A list of these
“to be avoided” earries no interest to the gen-
eral reader, and elimination is desirable,

My tailor took his measure for all sorts
and my iherdasher sent up his choicest
shirts, hosiery and neckwear.

actions

of clothes,
samples in

to be seen

S0, after two weeks, I was not ashamed
with Disney, for, properly dressed and with his halr
trimmed to the proper length, he was not obnoxious.
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“Have him to dine!

~ He whirled on me sharply. “Don’'t call me that.
Plain Henry Disney’'s good enough for me for a while.
‘all me Disney, and forget the earl and the dook part

of it."”

I threw away my cigareite “You are the earl of
Orth,” 1 stated, calmly. “Your grandfather, the duke, is
on his deathbed. I've been commissioned to find you.

I've found you; and I'm going t6 wire Walshire’s solici-

tors in London that I have. What are you going to do—

keep on driving the milk wagon?”
The flash came again. ‘‘See here wary g

“you're laughing at me again, and don't like it

I ain't going to keep on driving a milk wagon. IXR

Beau,"”” he
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exclaimed Ellen.”

It is true that he was not good-looking, not did he have
the air of breeding which should have gone with his
clothes, but he might have passed anywhere for a man
of the better classes.

Quickness of mentality was certainly his, judged by
the celerity with which he accomplished echanges in his
specch and his intonation. When Disney learned a thing,
he learned it well; and when he acquired a social grace,
he carried himself through it with an air of being at
ease. There was no timidity, no “afraid of not doing it
right,” with Henry Disney. ~

The cottage of the hote! grounds having been rented,
two weeks later saw me Installed there with my protege.

I had grown to like the man during this time: and he,
while in no respect assuming the attitude of an in-
farior, looked to me for what he should know, and. to
a certain extent, leaned upon me. The hardest time of
all had come now. I was to introduce Disney among
my acquaintances.

Being a Stuart and having ancestors in plenty who
had Hved in this valley, I knew every one there worth
knowing, and was able to introduce Disney among them.
There was a r.b, however, which me. I did not
especially care for these people; they were nice enough,
they had entrance to the Monday cotillons, and the men

irked

belonged to the decent clubs in town. They breathed of
good breeding and family history. The men were the

heads of banking houses and big commercial houses, or
else had independent fortunes. They gathered at the
Kennels and talked steeplechases, points of foxhounds

and hunters, tennis tournaments and golf scores. They
played poker and poocl, smoked cigars, and discussed
people they knew. There was very little distinction

made between the man of 50 and the boy of 20; they were
all boys, learning little wisdom after their teens, always
keen for a drinking bout, a pretty girl or a blg game
of chance. The lot of them were happy, healthy, hearty
children, who never lost the spice of doing wrong. They
were all the same. Not one of them had any breader
scope than Baltimore and its vicinity; not one of them
had any ambition to be any more than he was born.
They did not that could be, for the
sentiment of the lut of them is voiced in Pearce Croxall's

see general

now

sententious remark when Perry Cathcart was elected
mayor: “It's a pity for a gentieman to be mixed up
in that dirty political game.” *

Afterward Perry became senator, and later am-

bassador to a big foreign country, but he never stood as
well in the crowd’'s estimation as before he entered pol-
itics.

The girls—the women folk rather—were charming, but

not especially amusing. Not that the latter was their
fault; the poor girls were too much heid down by con-

Their chief topies of eonversation
were dinners to be given, to be attended, the
horse show, and who were “‘coming out” next season
and what their people were going to give for them.

vention, that is all.

receptions

The whole lot—women and men alike, but especially
women—were snobs They did not know that they
were snobs. No one had ever told them so. They
simply liked to associate with the people they knew,
It was too much trouble to find out what other people
were; and, besides, outsiders did not know their ways,
ard would be very hard to get along with.

And it was into this crowd that I must try to pitch-
fork Disney. 1 knew it would be a failure from the
start, and 1 told Disney so.

“Don’t you think I know that?” he said. I'm no
going to iry to butt in. I'm out here to watch the
people and learn how they do. I've paid 1 price

an orchestra seat, and all I ask is that the show's worth

it. See?”

A great many of the people 1 speak of lived in the
Iittle cot'ages on the hotel grou and took their meals
at the hotel, just as we did. The greater number had
their own houses in the valley and came up to the hotel
to see their friends, many of whom lived there also.
The Commosie did not encourage the patronage of the
general public It catered only to this particular crowd

But where yo1 find society people you will always
find other people who want to be one of them. There
were a number of such at the hotel—people who had
made fortunes in the past few years and wanted expert

counsel on the right way to spend it. These were the
gsame people who sent their children to the schools pa-
tronized by ‘“‘our set,” if they could get them in. The

sole object of the mothers seemed
for their daughter's so S ¢
have succeeded an

to be to break the way
Their methods might
“Our

i

in Bailtimore. set”

knew quite enough | id not want to know any
more. The men occasionally took up the newcomers,
if they happened to have 1 ie it known that the daugh-
ters were to have handsome dowries; but the women’

folk let them severely alone,

Such a newcomer was Mrs. P
had grown wealthy the produce business, in which
he started by selling vegetables in the market. Of Mrs.
Parkin I shall have more to say later; of her daughter,
much more.

I began the
by tackling my

irkin, whose husband

with Disney as an objective

campaign
Rigny. Disney had sworn
i

cousin, Ellen

me to secrecy about his title and prospects, and I
You my word 1 was afraid to disobey him. 5
Ellen aside and giving her a hint was not betrayal
this I did.

““He comes of an excellent " family in—er—the middle
West, Ellen,” I told her. 1 would ve liked Ellen te
marry Disney; the family was beastly poor. “And
while he isn't rich, he has a very comfortable incoms

Ellen looked with wide open eyes “Well,
Douglas, I dare say he is nice enough in a business
way.” Ellen thought that I had some law case for
Disney.

“Oh, forget the business end of it, Nell,” 1 =aid.
“Disney’s here for a month or so, and I want him to
have a good time. 1 want him to meet our crowd—and,
frankly, 1 want i to take him in. Invite him to dine
at your place night and have some of the girls
and fellows over—

“Have hi to dine! exclaimed Ellen. She looked
at me in rat 4 “Why, I didn't know
he was our

That was ssing questi to ask. It
meant some be invited to the Rignys’, however
even though they were as poor as the proverbial field
mouse. So I lied nobly.

“Our sort!” 1 replied, in just as wondering a tone
Ellen used. Then [ looked p 1 “Ellen,"” 1
lenged, ““do you imagine that I uld ask you te
vite a mucker to your house to meet people?”

chs

Ellen 'ooked at me doubtfully. ‘I don’'t believe you
would, knowingly, Douglas,’” she replied “But, yvou see,
you have very queer ideas—and She puckered up
her lips, then said in a resigned tone: “If you really
wish it very much, I'll have him over some day to
lunch. And I'll have Mary Crossley and Helen Calvert

and Elsie Leighton—and some of the boys. But—="

She left the sentence unfinished. I flushed.

“Of course,” 1 said, “if you don't want to do it—"

] dare say he’'s very nice, if you say so,” Ellen has-
tened to say Considering that I got Ellen's brother
appointed to the Naval Academy, through personal i
timacy with a congressman, the family owed me some-
thing, and I felt justified in taking my due,

v

“Really, Nell,”” 1 said, ‘I think you carry your ex-
cluslveness a little too far. What good does it do? Take
that peor littl2 Parkin girl, for instance. She's pretty
and sweet and just of convent school. And yet

none of you will have anything te do with her--"
“Her father had a stall in Lexington M4urket,” stated
Ellen, caimly.

“] know. He's a bounder, no doubt. Nobody’'s ask-
ing you to associate with him nor with Mrs. Parkin. But
what's the matter with little Alice?”

Ellen stared at me. *‘I never knew a man with such
queer ideas as you have, Douglas,” reproved Ellen,
gently. 1 threw up my hands and retired in disorder.

Ellen did invite Disney to lunch, and he met the
right sort of people there. He proved to be a genuine
surprise to me. His intonation was good, and he made
no remarkabl: mistakes of grammar. He had been
geated next to Helen Calvert, whose silly little head

and who took a dislike
aoise in eating his soup.

was full of ancestral nonsense,
to him because he made som
Disney strove nobly, but met a cold wall of reserve on
every side. Ellen tried to unbend, but only became
condegcending, The lunch was not a success,

1 noticed that the luncheon crowd avoided me after
that; but I stuck to my task with a will and introduced
Disney religiously to everybody I met. Disney followed

up each introduction with painstaking effort, and after
several days of cold politeness the people began to
snub him.

One can’'t blame them. Disney was most certainly

He was not especially entertaining, and
such as to draw any favorable at-

not their sort.
his looks were not
tention

One day he came to me, and, after smoking silently
for several minutes, burst into some very choice ex-
letives. Then he said: ““You take it from me, Beau''—
e fell back into his old lines occasionally—‘you take
it from me that this bunch don’t want to mix in with
yours truly; and I'm not caring a continental whether
they do or not. I'm learning, and I'm learning lots, but
I've got out of the way of respecting myself. If 1
cared for these people there might be some excuse for

me taking their knocks * He cut himself short. “But
say, there's one of them—she's zll right. What's the
matter, Stuart is she a top-notcher? I don't get a

knock-down to her, it seems.”

I found that he referred to Miss Parkin.

“She's to the good,” he cried, enthusiastiedlly. ““She
for me, if she will have me. She can play in my an-
cestral castles if she takes a notion. Cateh on to her
eyes, will you? Ain't they got real sunshine in them?
And her hair! Real geld, that; none of your varnish.
And sweet and pretty, and all that. She’s got me go-
ing, Beau, but {)c:m‘t come within & yard of meeting
her. Stays all by herself when £he ain't with that fat
woman who pilots her around. Top-notcher?”

“She’s Miss Parkin,” I told him. “Seventeen years
old, convent school girl, very nice, but no family. That

is her mother.”
I'm for the girl.

fat woman
“Oh, rag the mother!
know her?”
. “You do,” 1 =aid.
+ I didn't see very much of him during the succeeding
week after he met the Parkin girl. They formed an in-
stinctive friendship that developed into something else.
Just why the girl took to Disney is beyond me. I sup-
pose it was because she was a weak, fragile little slip
of loveliness, and he was a very strong and depend-
able person. The fact that the girl overlooked Disney’'s
faulty grammar and etiquette, and showed him plainly
that she liked nim and liked to have him around her,
changed him a great deal. Jde began to exhibit a swag-
nﬂnxconﬂdencu to the otff,er people, and to ignore the
ones he had met.
‘““This girl,” he s=aid to @, ‘‘is going to be Mrs. Earl

Do I get to

of Orth, all right, all right Say, Stuart, I know what

I'm getting, too She hasn't got any idea of who or
what I am. She ijust likes me—me, common old Hen

Disney, pretty much the same as when he drove a milk
wagon.”

Reason was and, after all, a man should be
allowed to find happiness in his own way.

useless,

There is no doubt that the little Parkin girl liked
him jmmensely, and their presence together excited
considerable comment about the hetel. Both parties
being undesirables, they didn't much matter; but, en-
couraged by the women, the men began t¢ throw nasty
insinuations, and when one night a drive which began
after dinner extended until 2 o'clock in the morning,
the hotel began to question the respectability of the

little Parkin girl
Up

to this time I must say that I had very little

In the midst of this excitement a lone figure attracted
my eye. It was Mrs. Park:n, and she was weeping fatly
in a corner of the hotel psfsh. I went up to her

“Oh, Mr. Stuart,” she crled, reproachfully, “it was all
your fault—introducing that horrid man to my little Alice.
And now she is-disgraced—'

I think T mentioned that Mrs
No? Well, she was,

“Ordered from the hotel!”
child, hasn’t left her room since
a child of mine—

Poor woman! I

was imyj

ossible,

Parkin

poor
y think that

door to

could see

social conquest haq in her b y  forever
closed to her daughter

I hung aboul the hotel, watching the preparations
with unholy glee. A bellboy had been dispatched to town
to procure an enormous union jack and American flags;
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“Jaimes swelled up like a pouter pigeon.”

regard or respect for Henry Disney, but had stuck to
himm for the reason that financial betterment showed
itself.

I had seated myself on the porch of the hote! and
was waiting for Disney to finish his breakfast, when
four or five men whom I knew drew up rocking chairs

little ways from ms When I say men, I do so unad-
visedly Two of them might have been over 21. The

re anywhere down teo 18
b to talk about the night escapade of Dis-
' M and appears that they had been
s I lining room of a road tavern near
was followed by plain statements.
of the lot, and therefore the
climax by winking wisely and
only a foolish, evil-minded boy
later Jesse was raised, silently
from the porch. The others
+ great deal in the sudden anger
I eves shone and his thick lips
straight line, e a slit across

Y« ot m liars,”” said Disney. “And
I'm g te vou a lesson f what you've just
said—e: and ne of you. 1at boy was too
small. wouldn't hit him The rest of you are my
size. Come out into the woods, if vou don’t want to be
punched on the

Remington, the lot, took the matter up
and looked at a cold smi “I don't see
any reason for said; “I s 1't go, for one,
If w make any ir 3! Il have the hotei manager
put you out of the hotal

“Oh, you will, eh?” ecried Disney. “Well, then, sup-
pose you go 1 have put out And with that he
punched Remi on’s je Remington jumped to his
feet and made a dash for Disney, but th atter’'s fist
caught him in the chest and knocked him backward. He
tottered, and his foot slipped on the first step leading
to the rden He fell backward ar rolled down the
steps, hitting his head on the gr: and lying very
still

“Now,” said Disney, “will the rest of you come to
the woods or will w« stay here?”

Joe Lessing, who hadn't saild a word, stepped for-
ward. “I'll go you, Disney,” he said, quietly. *“Come
on.

But it was too late Mothers were driving their
daughters indoors; me came rushing from other parts
of the hotel, and the bellboys collected. Maids thrust
their heads from windows and screamed.

“Come on,” said Joe Lessing. “Let's get out of this,
and have it over.”

As he spoke, Jaimes, tie hotel manager, made his
appearance He in to Remington’s side and looked up,
his face very white. Then he singled out Disney.

*“What does this me 7" he asked.

Disney looked at hi for a moment, laughed in his

to L«

face, and turned

‘i guess that one will suffice for the lot of you,”

he said, pointing to Remington. He laughed again and
1 f( the scer n

They pick ington up, found he was only stun-
ned, and put o bed. The story of the fight got
about rapidly. and matrons began to take the manager
sside and insist on Disnev's leaving the hotel and its
enyirons, unless the manager wished them to leave.

“That comes of letting any one in,” they said, in
epitome. “And this was such a nilce place."”

Jaimes was nearly distracted. He saw the hotel

business falling off, and he came down to our cottage to
see Disney. He was servile enough in the presence of
what he considered the ‘*‘blue blood,” but he took it
upon himself to be insolent to Disney.

“I'm sorry to tell y vou'll have to leave the hotel
grounds and give up tl cottage,”” he said. *“Mr. Stu-
art may keep the cottage, if he likes—but we can’t be
too careful here as to who are our guests, We should
have made more inquiries.”

“Run along and play,”’ commented Disney. *“We
don't want to stay in your cottage. Your hotel's to
the bad, anyhow Run along, little man.”

Lec insolent, Disney was insufferably

If Jaimes nad

s0. “1 don't like your looks and I don’t like your talk,
and 1 don’'t want vou in this cottage,”” continued Dis-
ney. “And if you stay much longer, I'll give you a life-

sized imitation of a little fat man's tailor being intro-
duced to my shoemaker—see? Fly away.”

Jaimes swelled up like a pouter pigeon, but declined
to aid in the introduction of cloth and leather.

Just as he left, a bellboy from the hotel brought me
a telegram. I cpened it and read it. Then I gasped and

smiled. Immediately afterward I took my way to the
hotel.

The telegram was to the effect that the duke of
Walshire was dead; that the British ambassador had

been notified, and that he was sending his secretary of
legation, the Hon. Mortimer Carstairs, to Commoise to
invite the present duke to become an inmate of the em-
bassy until he desired to sail for England. The Hon.
Mortimer was accompanied by Harry Van Vieck, the
arbiter of New York society, who wanted to meet the
duke of Walshire

When I reached the hotel I found that the news had
already spread about, and that anxious matrons were
preparing their daughters for the dinner which was to
come off that night. Jaimes, who had just heard of it,
was frantically flying from chef to head waiter, ar-
ranging something elaborate. The deluded hotel man-
ager had no idea of the purpose of the visit. He im-
agined the fame of his hotel was the drawing attrac-
tion. The general rumor had it that the Hon. Mortimer,
who was an M. F. H. in his own country, wanted to look
over the hounds.
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Snobs ¢
ley told V
vawned I
profitable, now
one ]

bish

=
s
-
(o8

weari

“Otf and went t k
to her i ent went up nd
down, 1, moments later, Dise
ney came striding ! r owed b Alice Par
kin.

He stopps id sn 1 curie 3 T =irl
looked )

“Wha mea . St t <} i
“Won't w¢

Carstai a his « and | hi
Van Vieck rose Miss Parki . *“let me tro ’

“Wait a moment said Disney, still wit i j=
ous smile o’ v take, Stuart i i
He turned to M dear., allow n ra
was nothing coarse about him now He was finitely
tender.

“Captain Ca said this
is my wife, the du

1 stepoed back sudder ly ai 1 Carstairs
took the pink palm extended, and to th 1A Z

blue

ed )
“Your grace,

eves

he murmured, “it is an

There isn’'t very much more to tell
I am still with Waishire, and he and |
good friends. He took four years at Oxfo

ing to England, while his wife lived in

became Very ;m;v:,jlnr there which popularity sowed
the seeds for the social pr: that came to her
later in London

As for the change in Walshire, I can only say that
1 give her a good share of the credit, and extend the
rest to him. For today he is a man weil worth know-

ing, and a useful member of the upper house.

An inecidenta] fact that may interest folks who know
them is that five of the matrons who snubbed Miss Par-
kin have unsuccessfully tried to get their daughters
presented at court during the London season. But for
some reason the ambassador found it inadvisab! to
grant the requests of the ladies from Maryland Even
amiable and generous people remember things that hurt
them, and 1 really b that is the ouly mean thing
the duchess of Walshire nas ever done.

lteve




